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" So o'er our dead souls, lost in sensual sleep,
The glimpses of tlie glory come and go;

So fall the large pearl-tears that angels weep,
On the dark world below.

" As on the unfeeling sands thy solemn waves
Dash idly, so upon the shores of JFate,

Eolls the deep voice that thunders from the graves
Of the departed great."

We have to acknowledge with thanks the receipt of reports
on the Forest Administration of British Burmah, Mysore, and
Oude. We have given no notice of Miss Carpenter's recent work,
as we hope to be able to review it fully in our next.